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wireless gave news that Rommel was closer to the Delta.
The specious optimism of the previous week's bulletins
made us discount any good news now given us and trust
only the bad. Gradually alarm began to fill the
hospital like a rising fever. We read less and talked
more; every shred of news was seized and eagerly dis-
cussed; but in our hearts was hopelessness because at
this desperate hour we could do nothing.

Ned was allowed up now because the wound in his
shoulder was healing well.   One evening he wandered
over to me and lowered his great hulk into the chair
beside my bed.   I offered him a drink.
" Are you sure it's safe ? "

" If you're nippy about it."

4' Thanks awfully,   I'd love one.''

Later he said quietly: " I think I'm going to do a
bunk."

"Where?"

"Back to the regiment. My shoulder's almost
healed now. I'm sure I could be some good to them/'
he whispered.

I watched the sweat pouring down his homely red
face.

" I'm sure I could be some good/' he repeated.

"It's not as hot as usual this evening/' I said.

" Did you hear what I said ? "

" Yes.   But do .you agree it's almost cool ? "

" What has that to do with it ?"

" Look at your pyjamas, Ned."

The pyjama trousers were drenched with sweat and
clung to his limbs like a wet bathing-dress.

"I always did sweat easily," he mumbled.

" Not like that you didn't. Do you know what causes
.that?   Nerves,   If you go back now you'll crack up.